Crackled like ashes underfoot,

Are standing upright now to stretch,

All ambered from within, each frond

That sways revived in the great pond;

And every axon in my brain

And neuron takes the tide again,

Made all the fuller from the tide

That brims the sands of Malahide;

But what shall come into it now

I know not. I await the flow.

I must abide the cosmic main

Whose high tide floods the stranded brain;

For no such miracle is wrought

On earth like this by taking thought.

OA, look at the ships

With their sails coming down

And the wonderful sweeps

That are steering them still

To the little grey town

On the green of the hill!

Are they Norman or Norse,

Or descendants of Conn

Returning in force

From a lost British town,

With women and loot now the Roman is gone?

They are Norse! For the bugles are wild in the woods,

Alarms to the farms to look after their goods:

To bury their cauldrons and hide all their herds.